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	Phantomatic Engravances

Phantomatic Engravances

It was the thirtieth day of the December that I've felt excluded from people. When a connected and bonded family was shackled and deemed the ultimate shame. Well, I had always been excluded now that I think about it. But it never bothered me, the thought had ceased to exist for as long as I can remember the true feelings of love, hate -the product of friendship. In most cases the protagonist, me, would fately introduce himself to the audience with a magnificent brief tale of the upcomings of his life. Unfortunately, to your supposed demise I am going to break the pattern of events that introduces you to a cheerful, outgoing, likeable story. For my tale, isn't so likeable. For my story, isn't so cheerful. For my livelihood of beliefs, would never make the corner of your lips curl upwards. But it's only common for humans to forget the past and head towards the future, uncanningly; instead we must learn from the past to understand the future.

Frustration boiled in my chest, sickeningly unbearable. I fall on my knees, defeated, in the farthest corner of the ramshacked cabin, my breath stops every time I heard a gunshot or another roar of screams, testing my limitations of sanity. I guarded the quivering petite body, that held hopeful eyes that she would be okay, that I would protect her. But she was wrong. We were not safe… The Japanese were here.

_**Many Years Ago**_

I funneled over, what seemed like, thousands of files that I kept for my students. Certainly, it was easy to guess that my original dislike for paperwork was slowly starting to overshadowing my love of teaching. The short legged left-pedestal desk was as messy as usual. Ungraded paperwork was tucked in the corner, abandon, until I had the impulse to work furthermore. I silently cursed. A parent of one of my students stood before me in a superior-like position, waiting for me to clean up my area so that he could be seated properly.

"I thought you would've been more triggered to take care of your personal problems after my notification." The older man's frown soon began to exponentially lighten, forming deep creases on the platform of his skin. "But I suppose you're fine as long as you do your job." A deep chuckle escaped his lips.

I stood up and brushed off my tangzhuang jacket and paid my respects, "We like to think so."

The man took his seat on the comforter, he sighed and examined the dead room, almost in a dry manner. He looked back up to me and guided his hand back to my cushion, "Please take your seat."

Reassuringly I had to stop myself from sitting as I asked hesitatingly, "Ah- sir… Would you like for me to fix you any tea?"

He waved his hand and shook his head."That won't be necessary Mr. Wang, but thank you for your offer. I am mostly here to discuss Mei's progress."

I exhale through my nostrils sat down to pull out Mei Xiao's records. "This is Mei's progress since the beginning of our educational encounter leading to today." I pointed to her paperwork and handed it over with both hands and a small respectful bow. My dark eyes peered above the papers, the bow never faltering.

Hastily, the older man grabbed the documents, his face turning into shock, and uttermost confusion. He clasped his hand to the bottom of his jaw, stroking the fine beard that implanted his jawline. "Is this really Mei's doing?" The air was heavy, I promised myself that I would be relaxed whenever I had a parent meeting, but the intensity of this man's presence was enough to make anyone shake. This eagerness was wholeheartedly the quaking existence of a dedicated father. The thought settled in. It actually made me feel more at ease knowing that I was talking to a man that cares deeply about the freeloading, yet caring Mei. Visible daring tears, that refused to fall, studied the paperwork from beginning to end. "Amazing."

The simplicity of the word brought swift self-achievement, raining onto my already fantastic reputation. For the most part, I was personally proud of Mei's development. She was actually my first female student, and I would be damned if I were to screw up on her. And for that reason, after a few exchanged conversations, one thing led to another: I was now working full time as Mei's home teacher.

"Yao!" A loud high pitched voice squealed from behind me, I felt the tight grip around my waist. An unprofessional yelp formulated in the back of my throat as I pushed the young girl girl off of me.

Shaking my head I retorted, "I know you're excited, but you are becoming a young lady!" I straightened out my clothes and looked around, praying that no one saw. "Show some modesty. "

Mei pouted her face, and stuck out her tongue,"But I am only ten!"

Preferably, I liked how things were from before.

Teach. Eat. Go home.

But now I must teach, deal with Mei's whining. Eat, deal with her taunting. And go to sleep, fearing that she might bug me in my dormant phase. At least the money is good.

Mei pulled on my arm to the direction of her bidding, which could be anywhere at this point. "Are you excited Yao? You are living with me now." She playfully patted me on the stomach, "I'll make sure you are good and fed. And even show you all of my toys!" The offer was very much poorly made for my side of the end, but I nodded and forced a smile ,following her to the household.

At the time, I took the time I'd spent with her family for granted. Her smile was the gateway to an eternal paradise, the fluttering feeling of being a child. It reminded me of my childhood, the time when I was so oblivious when my father said he'd come back to mother and I. With a child's heart, you don't have to worry about the passing days, living without a care. Innocence tears could easily be wiped away with the comforting words of men, but to really shut them up, give them a treat. Take it from my experience.

The destination was surprisingly normal. The room was fairly messy with woven dolls that sprinkle throughout the room, and a china doll that she got for her birthday. "Now what do ya think?" Mei spun around the room and danced around me, but immediately gotten tired due to her lack of physical activity.

"About what?" I questioned.

"Your room! I decorated it myself with all of my favorite things, which you'll certainly love!" Her voice was filled with confidence.

I opened my mouth to answer back, but I was too uncomfortable to say anything. More than likely Mei saw this because her lips unhappily sneered. She artfully responded back, "Certainly your beliefs will not play a huge part on my behalfs."

"Well, I don't like it." My nose was in the air, I crossed my arms, truthfully it was a joke. But in cases like these, on my part, things weren't easily broken even. I was reminded of the typical temper tantrum brat that Mei was, but all of that could be solved with my fresh baked sesame seed balls. I squatted down and leveled myself to her height. "Hey, listen. If you are good than I'll fix you your favorite…" Her face beamed with her usual everglow and sloppily wiped her tears. Face red, nose still a little dampened with her snot, but she was fine. Warmth filled my heart as she hugged me enthusiastically.

In the middle of the night, she would sometimes go in my room, complaining that there were scary noises in her closet. Mei would ask, "Hey, sing me that lullaby. Stay with me until I fall asleep."

It was an odd request, but at the time I had gotten used to it, "Why would I do that? Just go to bed."

But after a lot of whines and punches, I would give in. "Just close your eyes."

Mei closed her eyes and peeked a little.

"No peeking!"

She would quickly close her eyes and giggle, "I am closing my eyes!"

I smiled and nodded my head, "Alright, alright. Now imagine putting all of your fears in one hand. Do you feel it?"

She furrowed her brows and nodded her head, "Yeah, I think so. It might be gas though- but I am really sure it's all of my fears!"

"Now, open your palm. Let all of your grievances flow through the gaps of your fingers, escaping your body..."

She did as she was told and felt a sudden wash of accomplishment. Opening her eyes, she stared mouth open, "What sorcery is this, big brother?!" She stared at her hands and made a rather embarrassing pose. "Am I this amazing?"

She's such a strange child, and after that, she still wanted me to sing her the lullaby...

_The sky is silent, it will soon snow, hopefully reminding us what we fight for._

_The snow so pure, it'll never betray us,_

_To wash away the sins of men._

My vision was getting hazy. Perhaps the blood has gone to his head. Yes, it must be for me to think about all of this at a timely manner...

I hated teenagers. Especially the morons that think that they could wrap their fingers around Mei with sweet talk, and perhaps a few gifts of perfume and flowers. It's surprising how life works, the same children that bullied her in the late years of her early childhood is now asking Mei's hand in future arranged marriage. Today was Wednesday, and like most Wednesdays Mei's parent's, herself, as well as I must sit and commute with the suitors' parents.

Mei was now a naive blooming flower, not aware of stuff that I have to go through just to persuade her parents that she wasn't ready to marry off. One for a fact, she'll be isolated in the house with only two jobs: bare children and run the house. She is more than that. She was still at the stubborn age of sixteen, young, wild, and restless. Her body was still developing and like most girls around her age, her confidence of her body was severely lacking. She'll diet just to have the perfect body that all men want for a lover. Go out with her friends to buy make-up and new silky materials for dresses. It was like she was no longer my little sweet sesame bun anymore.

So then, there I was, trying to help her parents find the right _man-boy-child _of a husband to marry my dear sister off when she was eighteen. None of them were good enough for Mei, but money talks unfortunately. With Mei's good family background, beauty, and intelligence, she became a common target for marriage.

All I could do was watch silently as the parents began to reach the final conclusion of marriage. She'll be stripped away from us, all alone, with no allies. There was a chance that I might never see her again.

Mei, who was quiet, her head was bowed like the good girl she was supposed to be, gripped her hands, listening to the final goodbyes of the other family. She was dressed in her traditional chinese dress, today was suppose to be a good day for her. Her face, painted with make-up -she barely looked recognizable. She's a woman now.

That night, I wished I could comfort her like I use to when she was still the chumby ten year old I used to know. I could hear her sobs of anxiety through the the thin shallow wall that separated us.

Even if Mei wanted to hear the comforting lullaby, that I used to sing to her, it wouldn't be possible. She has finally reached the age of early adulthood, and it wouldn't be right for a young lady to enter a man's room at night.

I tapped the wall a few times.

And the same harmonious tap was returned.

The night was lonesome and quiet. Not even the crickets dared to comfort the poor Mei. They knew she had to grow up.

_I knew she had to grow up…_

_The sky is silent, it will soon snow, hopefully reminding us what we fight for._

_The snow so pure, it'll never betray us,_

_To wash away the sins of men._

Mei was more on the heavy side for her age, and of course I was the one to blame. For the past few years of my stay, I've been spoiling her. I rewarded her with food, I shut her up with food, and she's my cooking assistant, but the only helping she does is take care of the leftovers.

We were sitting in the garden, drinking our afternoon tea. The sun hasn't set yet, but the radiant glow of the orange lighting reflected off of our skin and clothing.

"And that's why we have to get you in better shape. I am the one to blame." I carefully explained. Waiting for her reaction was rather hard to witness, one for a fact that I was practically telling her off. As for the other, the sensitivity of calling a young girl overweight was really skating on thin ice. "All we are going to do is limit the amount of snacks and food you eat, also we're going to walk more around the city, if possible."

She nodded understandingly, "Okay."

I exhaled in relief, "I'm glad you understand."

"So you're telling me I am fat?"

Without a thought I nodded, sipping another taste of my ginger tea, "Yes. Wait, no!"

My tea fell out of my hand as I felt some of the hot liquid escape my lips. Mei punched my arm constantly shouting, "You stupid idiot! Never call me fat! I am just attractively fluffy!"

Yes, I deserved it. But I can't help being blunt.

These bittersweet, lackadaisical memories are what forced me to love my dear sister, Mei. She was the only reason I had gathered the little courage I had to protect her from the screams of agony of slaughtered men, women, and children. My bulleted arm, the blood the rolled down my fingers. Frustration boiled in my chest, such a sickeningly unbearable feeling that makes me question _**why**_? Such innocence Mei has shown the world, the loving kindness of a woman so pure at heart, was now quivering under me, not knowing her fate. My breathing was heavy.

This was it. Today, Mei was trying out her dress for next month's wedding. She's eighteen now… It had always been a weird fantasy that I would envision whenever I blanked out into space, but now this thought had finally turned into an uncomfortable reality. A knot formed at the back of my throat as I watched Mei's expressionless face get pampered by the pale white makeup. Mei's mother insisted that everything must be perfect for the wedding, the timing must be right. We would practice pampering Mei until doing it was natural. Mei would say nothing, she must be a hollow doll.

This will be the last weekend that she'll share with us before going to the soon-to-be groom's household. She'll be trained there to become the perfect wife.

Once everything was over, the women packed their things and left, leaving Mei with her mother.

"You looked lovely dear." Her mother was seated next to Mei, her silk like clothing screamed wealth as she grabbed her daughter's hand.

Mei stared at her mother, eyes glistening, filled with worry and fear. Her red lips trembled; her pink lids fluttered, trying to keep her tears from falling, "Mother, was it hard for you to leave grandmother?"

The room was silent, the evening sky was filled with nature's song. Birds flown away towards the sunset, and away from their fears. That's what I wanted for Mei, the choice of freedom. I stood near the door in the hallway, waiting for them to finish their conversation.

Mei ran out, face still beautified but eyes were a little puffy. She took her mother's hand, and smiled, "Let's all to the business area after I wash my face. We are going to make the best of whatever time I have left here. Big brother and I can even pick out something for father."

I glanced to Mei's mother who shrugged and grinned saying, "I don't see what's the problem." She turned to Mei, "Let's put on our evening wear."

Just hours ago, We were simply looking at the pink flower head bands Mei wanted. She danced and clipped it in her hair and chatted with the store owner. And they just appeared out of nowhere. Off into the horizon, destroyed homes and corpses that were left behind, bathed the city. A rain of bullets aimed their way shooting down the young and the old.

The scent of iron, the screams of the elderly, a hell on Earth. A suffering anguish, the nightmare of all nightmares. Men and women trampled over each other, forcing everyone to run. The distinct distress call forced me to run to the older maiden before realizing it was too late. Mei followed behind, regretting soon after. Her mother was trampled over, she was shot earlier, but the gun wound clearly wasn't the reason of her death. I grabbed Mei's shoulder and forced her away from the body, "We have to get out of here."

Perturbation, horror, and nausea jumbled up Mei's stomach all at once, she screamed and reached out towards her mother. People shoved and pushed them further away from the body, the tanks were getting closer. I did the one thing that you should never do when running away: turn around. Men were ran over by tanks with guns. The soldiers were uniformed, diminishing everything in their path. I glanced past my right and left shoulder, the soldiers were cornering everyone. We were being enclosed slowly into a tight fit. Our shoulders began to brush more often now. It'll be suicide if we followed the huge crowd.

"Mei, hold my hand." I grabbed it without waiting for her response. She sluggishly followed, feet were sore, and her heart pounded through her chest. We ran between one of the buildings. It was a tight squeeze, but the pathway was enough for us to hide amongst the shadows. Another building blocked the end of the route for us. Thankfully wooden boxes and other useless material were hiding in the corner of the the alleyway, giving us a chance to hide under it. I sat down and guided Mei to sit behind me. I placed the boxes over our weary bodies, and waited. We waited for the screams to stop; the gunshots, the penetrating pensive shame that belittled us as humans.

"Big brother..." Mei whispered, her hands tightly gripped my shirt, we were shaking. Her bawls, her tears, her prayers were all sung in my ears. Even I shook and felt another wave of sickness come over me whenever someone died before us.

Chaoticness was what I would describe it. I blocked Mei's eyes when the tanked began running over the corpse. Multiple loud cracks were sounded as the wheels trampled over the bodies.

They stole everything.

Killed everything.

And destroyed everything.

Mei sought comfort, something that I always thought I could no longer provide to her. I wrapped my arm around her and I rocked her like I used to when she was a child. He buried her head in his chest, doing his best to keep as much as her innocence intact.

_The sky is silent, it will soon snow, hopefully reminding us what we fight for._

_The snow so pure, it'll never betray us, _

_To wash away the sins of men._

I sung to her quietly. I didn't know if she could hear me through the restlessness of the darkening sky. We had to move, but how? If it gets too dark, it'll be harder for them to go back home, if we had a home to come back to. But if we left now, we might have a chance to leave, but it's too risky.

"We must go to the next village. It's not safe here." I concluded.

Mei's face tensed up, "What about father, we can't go back," she quickly said. Her mind was so traumatized that she had forgotten the hazard of going back home.

"It's too dangerous, I'd have to be out of my mind if I take us back. I can't do it." I looked away from the pleading girl. I don't know what to do. Where to run.

The sky before us so was beautiful. The transitioning colors of purples, blues, to golden red indicated the end of day. There wasn't a sound. A small distant rumble here and there, but absolute silence.

"Wake up," I whispered. I gave her a shake, "It's time to go."

I took her hand and we escaped and left everything we've ever known behind us. Mei's silk dress was torn and dusted at the bottom, she carried our shoes to avoid making a sound in the vainful night…

But a sharp pain and thunderous echo screamed to the heavens, I felt an increasing burn on my arm. I bit my tongue to force down my agonizing holler. I sucked air through my teeth signalling my pain.

In one direction we both could hear their heavy footsteps, but the sound surrounded them both making it harder to tell the origin of the crunching grass now. Though, we found a safe haven. An old ramshackled building that was hidden amongst the forest's shadows.

I collapsed in the corner, Mei cried in my chest. And all I could do was comfort her. I couldn't protect her with a torpid arm. My life spent with Mei and her family, all seemed too short. Too regrettable to leave behind. Another scream followed by gunshot silenced Mei. It was close. Right outside of the door.

Scanning the room for an answer I tried to find an escape. A way out of no way. In the cluttered room, there was a wooden hollow bench. It could fit Mei if she tried.

"What about you, big brother?" She choked. "Y-You're crazy if you want me to leave you!" She was trying to keep her voice low, but it ached her to do so.

I used the wall to support myself to get up and shoved her to the direction of the bench, "Go in there now." Today, everything was filled with firsts. It was the first time that Nanking ever experienced this kind of invasion, the first time I ever got shot, and the first time I ever forced Mei into a hollow bench. "Do this for me. Stay in here. Don't say a word, please."

Mei was always a stubborn girl, but today she was silent, intimidating the same red face, runny nose and puffy eyes that she once did on a basis. The seat was placed down over her coffined and paranoid body. I took the time to observe her wet face. The curves of her round bone features and the bittersweet smile she forced for me as a guise.

I stepped back, my backside slid down on the wooden surface, waiting. The door was kicked open, strange men with foreign clothing and gear observed the room and the single person inside of it. I lift my head up and glared at them, earning myself a nonchalant laugh. They grabbed my chin and studied my face, I slapped their gloved hands and turned my head to loosen their grip.

Their words juggled and jumbled into odd syllables, they pointed to me and after much talking, cornered me.

My dignity.

My honor.

My pride was being shattered in front of Mei.

One by one, the hours of unfathomable abuse shocked my body into confusion. And with one final thrust and grunt, he got up and zipped his pants.

In a single yet dreadful clean swipe, my world went white. There was a burning in my chest. It was a frustration that I thought I could never endure, but it all became numb, and my sight went crazy. Black. White. Black again. Then I would be able to see the floor, then Mei's crying face.

My body, warm. Painfree. I think I smiled at her. It felt like it. I moved my mouth, I wish I could say what was on my mind. But I'll let my heart pour out for you...

I won't say anything, nor will I shed a tear, but the memory of your love will engrave in my heart. For me, I will sing a joyful remorse to forget the pain of the present, remember the past, and live on towards a greater dawn. Mentally forget my existence, but remember me with your heart. Allow me to be a phantom, the one that protects and guide you. Allow me to be a phantomatic engraving, a burden you no longer have to carry. In this short life we live, it is impossible to live it to the fullest.

Just beyond the morning field, a diligent flower hangs lonesomely on a tree. Her neck was bruised, the fine silk barely holding her up. The people who passed her, shook their heads. She was nothing but a hollow doll. It's only common for humans to forget the past and head towards the future, uncanningly.

We are only human...

_The sky is silent, it will soon snow, hopefully reminding us what we fight for._

_The snow so pure, it'll never betray us, _

_To wash away the sins of men._

END

**I hope you guys enjoyed this! I decided to stick with my roots ANGST.**

**This is a historical and fictional piece. **

"**The Rape of Nanking" was a historical event that did happen. I hope I enlightened you.**

**Let me know your response /or analysis to the text.**

**Please forgive me for my English. It's a really hard language to write.**

Thanks,

χєηση ℓє тαανєттι


End file.
